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Wherefore such fondness for his country- 
then ? 

gach soil <« earth, the world all o'er is 
men; 

Of different nations, but of equal kind, 

Whom tongues in vain divide, for bosoms 
bind. 

Chastise he must, tho' restive nature smart. 

These homeward longings of a milky 
heart. 

When fortune calls, thro' foreign climes 
hell roam, 

His parent Providence, the world his 
home. 

Suppose him in some dreary desert born, 
Ho flow'rs but weeds, no trees but horrid 

thorn j 
Where crown'd with snow eternal winter 

reigns, 
And meagre famine rules the wretched 

plains ; 
Should kinder stars, when ripen'd to his 

prime, 
Transport the fav'rite to some happier 

clime, 
Where milder skies their dewy blessings 

rein 
On flow'ry meads and fields of golden 

grain ; 
In thymy vales, where frisking heifers 

play, 
And woolly thousands on the mountains 

stray ; 
Shall he repining mourn his blest abode, 
And spurn the bounties of indulging God .' 

Invert the scene. Should chance the wan- 
d'rer throw 

From Araby the blest to realms of snow. 

Should angry Heav'n redoubled vengeance 
shed, 

And hurl each bolt at his devoted head ; 

Shall he, impatient of his lot, complain ? 

Shall reptile man the scourging skies ar- 
raign i 

Nefarious thought ! he learns his woes to 
bear; 

{The pow'rs are kindest, when they're most 
severe) 

\Wth equal heart he meets the unequal 
fate, 

Unsunk by pain, by pleasure unelate : 

Earth's a dull inn he quits with heedless 
eyes, 

And only finds a country in the skies. 



HV'MN. 

O J THOU, of worlds the love and awe, 
To ev'ry wish the central aim, 

Whose whisper drowns the voice of law, 
Whose nod atones for fame ! 

Ere Heav'n with living fires was hung, 
Eldest of pow'rs ! 'twas thine to be ; 

From Love harmonious Nuture sprung, 
But Love himself Irom thee. 

In thee, Almighty self, to end ; 

Thy frown, sole judge of good and vile, 
Bids furies rise, bids storms descend, 

And beauty lives but in thy smile?. 

The nations long inur'd to bleed, 
By difT'iiug faiths or climates rent, 

Thy plastic all-cementing creed 
Unites in Catholic consent. 

What though for thee no altar glow, 
No marble breathe thy form divine, 

Thy Priests are all the race below, 
And ev'ry heart thy shrine. 

Thus the wise hard, whom oaks admir'd, 
Whose plaint could draw from Hell a 
tear, 

His soft'ning half-brute men inspir'd 
Thee first and chiefest to revere. 

LUSITANI7<:. 

DimJM, Dec. 21st, 1812. 



To the Proprietors of the Belfast Magazh:, 

Gentlemen, 
THE subjoined tribute, to the memory 
of Mr. James Gilland, late of Dungan- 
non, was written in the south, and insert- 
ed in the Belfast Chronicle, shortly after 
his death ; but as it cannot possibly be ex- 
pected that a provincial paper can give 
that perpetuity to the communications 
which sometimes occupy its columns, or 
secure the fame of the deserving sons of 
merit, through the rhapsodic intercourse 
of the votaries of genius, in so eminent a 
manner as the Belfast Magazine : I hope, 
at least for the sake of the lamented sub- 
ject, that the following stanzas will be ho- 
noured with a place in your literary repo- 
sitory. Mr. Gilland had an exquisite taste 
for poetry, and was peculiarly happy in 
the indulgence of the poetic muse j yet! 
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greatly fear that posterity will have to 
collect the flowers of his wreath of immor- 
tality from fugitive essays alone ; as I have 
no information of his having attempted 
any thing that might swell to a volumi- 
nous size. Even so, this elegant poet has 
left enough to commemorate his talents, 
and embalm his name. He was a gentle- 
man personally unknown to me ; yet I 
was sufficiently acquainted with the de- 
lightful transcripts of his amiable and in 
ingenious mind, to give a sigh to his worth, 
and a tear to his memory. " The bard is 
low in the narrow house ; but the Harp of 
Cona shall be strung to his fame." 



THE DIRGE OF GILLAND. 

" His many shining merits claim 
A fadeless, amaranthine bloom, 
Amongthe spotless flowers, which fame 
Preserves from an untimely doom." 

S. 

Ah ! sweet-singing Gilland no longer 

shall string, 
The harp of Parnassus to flower-giving 

spring ! 
For death's chilling pressure has silenced 

his lyre, 
And damped the strong ardour of poetiq 

Are. 

Oh, bard of green Ullin ! how bright to 

mankind, 
Shone the warm sun of genius that glow'd 

in thy mind ! 
How polished thy verse8 -. thy numbers, 

how strong ! 
Thy lays how delighting : how sweet was 

thy song ! 

But gentle-soul'd youth, was it haughty- 
brow'd scorn, 

Or love ill requited, that clouded the morn 

Of life, gayly blooming, with dark-frown- 
ing care, 

And shadow'd thy day with the night of 
despair ? 

Say, was it misfortune that hastened thy 

doom, 
And gave thee, so soon, to the arms of the 

tomb ? 
Or was it. false hopes thou hadst cherish 'd in 

vain, 
That broke, of existence, the delicate 

ch,ain ? 



Or was it disease., with its health-blighting 

power, 
Which prey'd on the vitals of life's 

blooming flower ? 
Or was it adversity haunted thy rest, 
And corroded thy heart till thy sorrows 

found rest ? 

Oh ! 'twas fate unrelenting that urg'd thee 

away, 
From the bright-beaming fulgence of 

youth's cheering day, 
Lest Erin should claim super-eminent 

praise, 
From nations contending for long-living 

bays. 

Green Ullin ! the pride of thy vallies is 

flown, 
And set is the star that illumin'd Tyrone : 
Dungannon's fair daughters may weep and 

deplore, 
For Gilland shall sing of their country 

no more ! 

But stay not bless'd spirit ; Oh! linger not 

here, 
For elegy's dirge, or for sympathy's tear : 
Nor hang on thy cloud, till the harp wakes 

its strings, 
To waft thee to peace, on soft harmony's 

wings. 

AH joyful depart, for the lyre shall b$ 

strung, 
Sorrow's dirge shall be thine, and thy fume 

shall be sung : 
While the solemn-struck sounds, as they 

plaintively rise, 
Shall enrapture thy soul on its flight to the 

skies. 

Dear son of the song ! though in death's 

silent shade, 
Thy honour'd remains so untimely are 

laid ; 
The genius of Erin will cherish thy fame, 
And on records of roem'ry emblazon thy 

name. 

And long near the spot where thy cold 

retic9 sleep, 
Shall assemble the Muses in sadness to 

weep ; 
And when time shall decypher thy tablet 

of stone, 
Still in verse shall exist the sweet barb 

or Tyrone ! 

Augustus. 
Belfast 3 January , 1813. 



